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Shall fo enflame

my mynde with lull to ryme,

That Palingen

I wyll not leaue the fo,

But fynyfh the

accordyng to my mynd.

And yf it be

my chaunce away to go,

Let fome the ende,

that heare remayne behynde.

The Harte ahfent.

W Wete mufe tell me,

Aowher is my hait becom,

ilWor well I feele,

it is from hence a way,

My Sences all,

doth forrow fo benumme:

That abfent thus,

I can not lyue a Day.

I know for troth,

there is a fpecyall Place,

Wlier as it moil,

defyreth for to bee:

For Oft it leaues,

me thus in Dolfull cafe,

And hether commes,

at length a gayne to me ?

Woldeft thou fo fayne,

be tolde where is thy Harte

Sir Foole in place,

wher as it fhuld not be:

Tyed vp fo faft,

that it can neuerftarte?

Tyll Wyfdom get,

agayne thy Lybertye:

In place wher thou,